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Mosaics — Sunset and Nightfall 

(From a Skyscraper) 
By Harvey M. Watts 

The storm has reached the Eastern line, 
The houses have a newer grace, 

Like molten lavers roof-tops shine, 
The rain has washed the City's face. 

The chimnied solfatara pours 

From sooty throat its incense dark, 

Spoiling the baldachin that soars 
All radiant with the rainbow's arc. 

Against the dull, retreating gray, 

Sun-lit, the buildings blink their eyes, 

Like owlets, caught in sudden day, 
They stiffly stare all solemnwise. 

Afar the rumblings die away, 
Afar the lightning coils in vain; 

A sister current, as in play, 

Jewels with fire each narrowing lane. 

Remote, the murmurs of the street 
Now rise in gentler monotone, 

Like earth-sent orisons that meet 
In choric plaint about the Throne! 

Darkness on high, each columned tower 
Grows phosphorescent in the deeps — 

Defied, the night scarce knows the hour, 
When, breathing low, the City sleeps! 
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